CHAPTER XX
MARSH-FLOWERS AND RAVENNA
NEXT morning a discursive cab took us, by tortuous ways,
to the Accademia della Belli Arti, daughter much
thrilled by ancientness, both of us entertained by bad draw-
ing. Some of the most appealing of the pictures had the
weirdest drawing; and we loved the faint old coloring. . . .
No new Italian color is faint, so one appreciates oldness.
Bologna, that "ancient capital of Romagna," is a little like
Toulouse; much red brick (the ancient sort, different and
attractive), interminably twisting streets, and an air of once-
culture-the famous University was founded here in 1088;
while the present state of the city, a little stagnant, a trace
dilapidated, reminds one, too, of dear shabby charming Tou-
louse.
But there resemblance stops. Bologna gives one an odd
feeling. Ruins are cheerful, the Colosseum makes one want
to sing . . . but these buildings, not quite good, not quite
contemporaneous, actively in use yet looking archaeological
and dim, depressed one a little. As with a plant after frost,
its flowers still showing color yet ready to fall, one's garden-
ing impulse is to pick them at once and be done with it:
though we did not want to pluck Bologna from the map, still
there was something about it which made us not sorry to
go. ... Miasmic? Possibly; although the region is not a
swampy one.
Merely mental swamps, we concluded, induced by falling
so soon from the mountains; for Babs, exultant though she
was at the approach of Ravenna, felt it as much as I did.
But we had "enjoyed much'* in Bologna, including our
cab-driver, who not only told us his heart on all occasions,
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